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J. Auld Robin G. e, $f 4A 
II. Moderation aud Alteration. 5 
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And a the weary warld 10 
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Auld Robin Gray's Gaz LAnD. 
© CAD CCI: 


W HEN the ſheep's in t d, and the ky a' at 
hame f i 
| IM nace, = x 


The wacs of my heart flows 18 ſhowers fra my e. 
bile my gudeman lies ſo und by me. 


Young Jamie lov'd me weel and ask'd me for bis bride, 


BZBut ſaving a crown he had naithing elſc beſide, 


To make that,crown a pound, my Jamie went to ſea, 


* And the crown and the pound were baich for me. 


He had nae been gane a year and a day, 


When my faither brake his arm, and our cow was ſtoic away 


My mither ſhe fell fick, and Jamie at the ſea, - 
And Auld Robin Gray came a courting to me. 


My farther cou'd na work, my mithercou'd'na ſ pia 
I tail'd day and night, bot their bread I cou'd na win; 
Au!d Robin maintain'd em bai h, and with tears in his e'e, 
Said janny, for their ſakes; ob marry me. 


My heart it ſaid nay, for 1 look'd for-Jamic back, 
But the win4 it blew bard, and bis ſhip was a wrack ; 
His ſhip was a track, why did not . Ries 
And why was 1 ſpar* d tocry-wacs me, 


My faither urg'd me fair, my mither did na ſpeak, 
But ſhe look'd in my face till my heart was like to break, 
They gave him my hand, tho my heart was at the ſea, 


* 2 Auld Robin Gray is gudeman to me, 


I bad na been a wife a week bat only four, 

When litting ſo —_— y ane door, 

I ſaw my Jimic's weaithy for eld na think it be, 
Til de laid Im come — ove to ry thee, P 


Sad Ads. Did _d os 
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Sair, ſale did we greet, and little did we ay, n 
We took but a kiſs, and tore ourſelves aways ö 
I wiſh I were dead, but I'm na like to dee. 

Oh why was I born to cry waes me. 7 
5 Igang like a ghailt, and I care not to ſpin, 

1 dare na think on Jamie, for that would be a fin "op 
So1'll een do my beſt a gudeyife to be, 

For Auld Robia Gray is kind unto me. A” 
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Mopkariox and ALTERATION. | 


ERE' 5 an ole ſong, made by a goodancient pate, 

Of a worthy old geatleman, who had a good eſtate, 
And kept a very plentiful houſe ata very plentiful tate, - 
Wich a good old porter to relieve the poor at his gate, 


Moderation, moderation, ©! wonderful noderatiun. 


With a good lady whoſe anger a good word aſſuages, 
Who never knew what belong'd to coachmen, foot- 
men or pages ; 
But every quarter paid her old ſervants their wages, 
And kept twenty or thirty old men in blue coats and 
badges. 


Moderation, Oc. 


With an old library fill'd fall of learned 01d books, 

ind areverend old chaplain, you might know him * 

his looks; 

in old buttery-hatch worn off the ode hooks, 

ind a good old kitchen, that maintain d half a dozen 
old cooks. | 


© Moderation Ee, h 35 
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| Withaool hall . round w witd Suns, pikes, and | 
which had borne many 


Auen old frize coat to cover his worthip's trunk hoſe, | 


- 


: 


. bows, - © 
oF old end bucklers, 


A data blows; 


- nds cup of good old _— to comfort his copper noſe. 
moesen, Oc. 


- -Witha goods old cabin when Obrinmas is come, 


© Is call in his neighbours with bagpipe and drum, 
And have good Cheer enough in every old room, 
And liquor enough to make A cat 1 and a _ 


man dumb. in | 
| Moderation, Ge. * 


© With an old bunismap, A leaner, and 4 pack of 


bounds, 
With which he neꝰ et hunted but on his own grounds, 
For he, like a wife man, kept himſelf within bounds, 
_ And when hedy'd, left each child a good old thouſand 
pounds. 
- Moderation, Oc, $1 40% qbels 


Ten to kis eldeſt ſon his houſe and land he >fign'd, 
Changing: kim in bis will to be of the lame bountiful 


Lo; Mind, 
Buti in the end you ſhall hear tow be a ;nclin'd, * 


And left bis good old father's precepts bebind. 
| Keton, alteration, 91 wonderful alteration. 


Like . young gallant who had juſt taken poſſeſſion 0 
dis land. 
Be took up a thouſand ponnds upon his own bond; 
ept a brace or two of creatures at his own command 
nd 7 at 5 2 till he could neither * not ſtand 
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Wi e e lady who was freſh and gs” 2 3 


And never knew what beJong'd. to boule*keeping MM” 
ang 


Who kept a dozen ot two of fans to play the want n. air, ' 
And halt a do eu dreſſes Te of W manes an 
teil Nair. 

Alteration,*&c. - | 
With a new . full 3 and plays; | 
5 And a new faſhion'd ſort of a "OY who ſwears faſter 

than he-prays; - NO -— © 
: Alſo a bew buttery-hatch that opens but once in five or 
" hx days, 
And a large :chen ſtored with nothing bot kickthaws 
and toys. * 
of Allteration. Ger. 
. With a new hall built juſt ieee e ü 
In which ug never ſcen fire, either of turf, coal, or 
** woo 
aa It was hung round with pictures, which did the p poor 
| little good, | 
The ſubjects whefeaf were all prophane and lewd, 
Alteration, & c. 
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fol} With a new faſhion u ben Chriſt mas is come; 
"| Inapott-chaitefor London we muſt be gone. 
Aodtoens no body at home bat our new porter, Jeb, 
Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back with @ 
ſtone. ' % 
Alteration, GC. | A a) | 7 1 cn 


Withanew valet his perſon to ado n. 
In orderto attend my Lord's levee in the wor; 
In horſe raceing, gaming, maſquerades, and plays, 
The young gallant conſumes health, N 9 
| Alteration, Oe. 
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New titles are bought with his father's old gold, 

For which many of his father's good old manors are ſold, 
Wdich is the reaſon that moſt men do hold, 

That open houſe-keeping i is grown ſo very cold; 


Alteration, alteration, O] wodnerful alteration, 


NON DION REA DErt | 


N O R O D K, 
A NEW SONG. 


F to force me to fi ing it be your intention, 


Some one | wou'd hint at, yet nobody meution; 
Nobody you'll cry, oh , that muſt be ſtuff: 


At ſinging l'm nobody —that's the ficlt * 


Nobody can tell the pranks that araplay'd, 

When Nobody's by, bet wixt maſter and maid: 
She ſoftly cries out, Sir, there's Some body will debe us. 
Hegentliy replies, my dear Nobody's near us. 


Bat, big with child proving, he's quickly diſcarded; 
| When favours ate granted nobody's rewarded : 

But when ſhe's examin'd —cries Mocrals ferbid it!. 
um got wich child, it was Nobody didi it! 


When by ſtealth her gal laut the wanton wife leaves, 
The husband's affrighted, and thinks it is thieves: 

He rouſes himſelf, cries out loudly, Who's there? 
His wift pars his cheek s, and cries, Nobody, dear. 


+ If pegligent ſeryants hou'd china plates crack, 
Tue fault is ſtraight laid on poor Nobody's back: 
No miſchief can happen at home or abroad, 

But Nobody's blame'd for't !—and isn't that odd « 1 
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Nobody” s 2 name ev'ry body will own, 


When ſomething they ought to be *ſham'd of they 'redone; 
Tis a name well apply'd to old maids and young beaux, 


What they were intended for Nobody knows. 


Epough now of Nobody ſure has been ſung, 
If nobody's angry, why Nobody's wrong : 
1 hope for free ſpeaking I may not be blam'd, 
As Nobody's injur'd, ſince Nobody? snam'd. 
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The Golden Days of Good Queen Beſs. 


O my Muſe give attention, and deem it not a myſtery 
If we jumble together, muſic, poetry and hiſtory; 
The times to diſplay in the days of Queen Beſs, Sir, 
Whoſe name and whoſe memory poſterity may bleſs, Sir, 
Oh the golden days of good Queen Beſ; / 
Merry be the memory of good Queen Be; 


Then we laugh'd at the bugbears of Dons and Armadas, 
With their gunpowder-puſfts, and their bluſtering bra- 
vadoes; 


For we knew how to manage both the muſket and the 
bow, Sir, 


And cou'd bring down a Spaniard juſt as eaſy as a crow, sir, 
Oh the golden days, &c. 


Then our ſtreets were unpav'd, and our houſes were 


thatch'd Sir, 
Our windows were lattie'd, our doors only Jatch'd, Sir, 


Yet, ſo ſe were the folks that would plunder or rob Sir, 


That the hangman was ſtarving for want of a job, Sir, 
Oh the golden days, &c. 


Then our ladies with large ruffs tied round about the 


neck faſt, 


Wou'd gobble upa pound of beef-ſteaks 5 their breakfaſt, | 


While a cloſe quilPd-up coif their hoddles juſt didfit Sir, 
And truſs'd up at tight as a rabit for the ſpit, Sir. 


Il Oh we e golden days, 1 85 
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Then jerkins e ub vella TR hofe Sir, 
With a huge pair of nts tKe' ares of our beaux, | 
Si. 1 $7 
Strong beer they Wee 4 ende 6r id Lek. sir. 
And no poultry, they priz'd like the wing of an a 
Oh the Soden days, Ge: 


Good neighbourhood then was as (= — wa? as * beef, Sir, 
And the poor from the rich never wanted relief, Sir, 
White merry went the” mill. ET, the"Thattle" nd the 
plongh, Sir. N 
5 And honeſt men cov'd live by che ſwoat * aheir brow, Sir. 
Oh the golden nls, Ce: 75 Ft _ 


Then the folks ev'ry Sunday went twice, at e leaſt to 
F EOS of arte ue tE 
And never left the parſon nor his ER in the lurch. Sir; 
For they judg'd that the Sabbath was for people to be 
--* good Ih, Sir; 
And they thought it Sabhath- breaking if they dined 
without a pudding, Sir. ES 
Oh the golden days, &c. 
Then our great wen were _ ws our good men were 
great, Sir, 
And props of the nation were the dns of the State, Sir, 
For the Sovereign and the Subject one intereſt ſupported, 
And our powerful alliance by all powers then-was courted. 
| Oh the golden days, &c. 
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This reno as they liv'd al-the days of their ſires, Sir, 
Bright examples of glory to thoſe who ſurvive, Sir, 
May we, their deſeendants, purſue the ſame ways, Sir, 


That King Gerrg?, like Queen Beſs EIS have his gol 
5, den days, Sir, f 52 An 


And may a longer reign 510 0 and Tacebfs.,* A 
Make his — elipfe the fame of good Quneeh ur 
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